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Polestar 


We'll start at the end. 


Axl Rose, born Billy Bailey, at the edge of the stage. A seething mass of humanity roils before him, baying for 


his blood They want to devour him. He opens his mouth, bears his teeth, howls in defiance. 
He'll not go down without a fight. 


A guitar wails behind him, as though in supplication Dont go -- not this time. Stay with me. Stay where youre 


safe. 


But the universe, time and space itself, compels him forward. His will is not his own. Axl charges forward into 


his last battle. 
No. That's not how it began. 


It began in the alley -- "Axe! Wait up!" Tracii laughing as he runs up behind Axl. His hair falls into his face, 


tickling his nose. Sparks shower down around them. The transformer over their heads is exploding, the work of 


some bratty mischief, and in the distance a siren wails, setting off a barking dog in a chain reaction of -- 


COLOR. SOUND. EMOTION. 
Sparks rain down 
In one life, Axl pushes Tracii away from him. "Fucker, you thought l--!" 


In another life, Axl pulled Tracii close to them, so that they breathed into one another. The sparks rained down 
around them, bathing them in energy. They reflected off the surfaces of Tracii's dark eyes. 


Hallelujah. 
That's where it began, Axl decides: the formation of a duplicate reality, seemingly identical to the original in 
every detail but for the most peculiar. He was not born to be torn back and forth between these realities, no, 


it wasn't always like this, there was a definite start. 


| quit the fucking bandl" Tracii roars at him, the hurt in his eyes painful to look upon. "You're a nutcase, Axe, | 


should never--" 


"| should have done this months ago," Tracii told him in a hush, right before closing the distance between their 


mouths. Their selves touched. 


| wonder what you're thinking about," Slash tells him a few days later while they're on that hellish "tour" that 
Duff booked them for. "When you stare at nothing like you do." 


"Just remembering," says Axl. "Remembering things that never happened." 

Sometimes, he stays for months at a time in one reality. The longer he spends, the more he dreads what he'll 
find in the other when he's inevitably torn from this one. Time passes the same in both; a day spent in one 
counts as a day in the other. There's no going back, no do-overs. Axl is damned to live with the consequences 


of whatever he finds has happened in his absence. 


Tracii woke him up one night. "Fuck, your heart was pounding so hard, | thought you were having a heart 
attack," Tracii said, falling back into the pillows in relief. 


Axl wiped tears from his eyes. "Ole's dead. He drowned." 
Tracii looked at him like he's crazy. He's not crazy. He's not. "Ole's not dead, Axe. He's in Sweden 
"Yes, he is!" Axl wailed. "He's been dead since 199l!" 


They lived together in this reality. They'd lived together for years; sharing clothes, space, everything they had. 
Nothing belonged to Axl -- they were AxlandTraci, TraciiandAxl. One-half of one whole. No matter how he 


scribbled and erased and rewrote the equation, he couldn't get the math to come out right. 
Axl rued the day he ever met Tracii. 


He spent so much time with Tracii that, when he's in the other reality, he never wants to see that Tracii ever 
again They cross paths just once, in 1989. "Rock and rolll" Tracii crows from across a crowded record store to 


him. 
"Rock and roll!" Axl tells him. 


He talks to God in celestial music. He asks Him why. He asks Him for -- an answer? Peace? Death? That we'll be 
together in the end A promise. 


Different tattoos adorn him in each universe. A different woman's face pouts from his shoulder, where 
Monique should be. He kisses his fingers, then presses the kiss to her painted mouth, because she's a woman 


and ought to be kissed. 


He started sleeping with Erin partly because Axl needed something to himself, someone he didn't have to share 
with Tracii. And partly because of the beautiful memory of the love they share in the other reality -- the 


one he ruins -- 


"You told me you'd leave him for me," Erin pushed him in the chest. "You lied! You lie about everything!" She 
was beautiful in her pain and outrage, her face framed by the roses of her hair. Her thorns pierce him to the 


core. 


"I can't take this anymore," Axl screamed at her. "Psycho fucking bitch, you take my money, my sanity, make 
up these stories--" He pushed her back 


Erin falls to the floor. "Stop, Axl, stop!" she pleads. Her eyes are wide with fright. "We weren't even fighting," 
Erin weeps as Axl helps her up from the floor. "You just shoved me out of nowhere." There's a ring on her 
finger. He's in another time and place. This is not the Erin he was fighting with just a heartbeat ago. 


He loves Erin, but he can't be with her, because he hurts her. 


Axl sat down across from Izzy on the tour bus and said, "| need to tell you something. You're the only one | 
can trust." 


Izzy cut his cards, lay down a spread. "What's on your mind?" 


"What would you say." Axl leaned in close. "If | told you that this is not all there is." He gestured to the bus, 
then to the windows, indicating all the world around them. "That this is not the only reality. And more than 
that, this is not my one and only life. I'm living two lives, Izzy. In one, l'm in the band with you, Tracii, Duff, and 
Rob. But there's another reality where it's me, you, Duff, Slash, and Steven" 


Izzy frowned. "Who're Slash and Steven?" 


"That's not important right now," huffed Axl. "m torn between these two lives. | might be here an hour, a day, 
a month, and then I'll be in the other reality. | can't control it! And when | get back, you don't notice anything's 


wrong." 
"Axl." 


He grabbed at Izzy's hands, clutching them painfully. The playing cards went scattering to the floor. "Do you 


think I'm a lunatic, Izzy?" 


"Do you really believe this is happening to you?" Izzy asked him. Axl nodded slowly. "Well, what do you want me 
to do about it?" 


"| don't know if there's anything anyone can do about it! | just wanna know if you think I'm a lunatic." 


Izzy pulled his hands free from him. "I've been thinking for awhile that I'm gonna get my own bus. Make my 
own way to gigs" He stood up and pushed past Axl, vanishing into the back of the bus. 


Axl knelt on the floor, picking up the playing cards and crushing each one in his hands. The air feels rawer in 
this reality, or maybe it's just the pain crushing the life out of him. 


"I feel like | hardly know you anymore," Slash says. "We came up out of the gutter together. We made Guns ‘N 


Roses great, together. But sometimes, it's like a stranger is standing across from me on stage." 


Axl doesn't bother showing up to rehearsals. What's the point? He rehearses in one reality, he performs in 
another. He dances the quantum two-step. He looks at Slash and thinks, you don’t know me at all. You don't know 
the first thing about me. He thinks about the hungry nights, the times they've been dumpster-diving to stop 
the squawking of hungry bellies, the torn and ripped treasures rescued from the trash and turned into 
something magnificent with a little love and imagination. Sometimes, he finds himself in fights he doesn't 


remember starting. He trips down the spiraled spine of reality. 


"I'm bored," Tracii told him. They were sitting at a desk in a very official, very sterile, record company 


conference room. Tracii threw darts at the portrait of the CEO to entertain himself. 
Axl roused himself from his slump to say, "Whaddya want me to do about it?" 


‘lm quitting the band," Tracii said. Just like that, he casually threw away everything they had. "It's not fun 


anymore." 


"Is it all about fun?" Axl asked him in a growl. 


Tracii shrugged. "What else is there?" 


Axl walked out of the record company, without a band and without a lover. He followed his feet down to a park 
and took a seat on a bench. He contemplated it all.. the long road from Indiana. The sacrifices. The open wounds 
that had never healed, only left scars. The parallel, unfulfilling lives, and everyone he'd hurt or let down along 


the way. He thought about Tracii throwing him aside, just lke that. 
‘Is this seat taken?" 


Axl made a little room, and a dark, curly-haired man with a guitar sat down beside him. He strummed the 


strings and then said, "Hey, are you.. all right?" 


Axl looked up at him and tried a smile. "No, l'm not all right. But we all gotta start somewhere.” He offered his 
hand. "I'm Axl Rose." 


The fellow laughed nervously. "I know who you are, dude. Everyone knows who Axl Rose is. I'm kinda surprised 


to see you out here like this." He blushed a little and took Axl's hand. "Uh, I'm called Slash." 


Íd follow you into hell and back, thought Axl. You don’t even know me, but | know you so well. Out loud he said, 
"So, you play guitar, huh?" 


